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AMONTEKEQRIir COLUMN ON THE MARCH.

When the Montenegrins are advancing Against an enemy the women not only look after the pack
mules and transport arrangements generally, but themselves do the work of pack mules. In addition
to this they form the Bed Cross branch of the army, bringing the wounded in from the front and
srarslng them. Their strength Is greater than that of many men Illustrated London News.

A SO NO OF FAB TRAVEL.

Many a time some drowsy oar
From the nearer bank invited,

rsscd a narrow stream, and bore
In among the reeds moon-lighte-

There to laave me on a shore
No ferryman ha"i sighted.

Many a time a mountain stile,
Iark and bright with sudden wetting,
I;und my vagrant foot the while
Twixt uplifting and down-settlin- g

Whither? Thousand mile on mile
Beyond thu last forgetting.

Mill by hidden ways I wend,
(Past occasion grown a ranger) ;

Still enchantment, like a friend,
Takes from death the tang of danger j
Ilardly river or rod can end
Where I seed step a stranger!

--Atlantic.

Rather a Neat Job

My profession isn't a popular one,

There Is considerable prejudice ngalnst
'ft. I don't myself think it's much worse

than n rend many others. However,

that's not bins to do with my story,
gome years as me and the gentleman
who was at that time connected with
me in business he's met with reverses
since tbn, and at present Isn't able to

gt out were looking around for a Job.

being at that time rather hard up, ns
yoa mipht say. We struck a small
country town I ain't to give it

way by telling where it was, or what
.the name if it was. There was one bank
there; the president was a rich old
buffer ; owsed the mills, owned the
bank, owned most of the town. There
wasn't no other officer but the cashier,

and they had a boy, who used to sweep
out and ras f errands.

The brink was on the main street,
pretty well np one end of it nice, snug
place, on the corner of a cross street,
with nothing very near it We took our
observations and found there wasn't no
trouble at ali about it. There was : n

old watchman that walked up and down
the streets nlirkts. when he didn't fall
asleep and forset It. The vault had two
doors; the outside one was chilled Iron,
and u three wbeol combination lock ;

the inner door wasn't no door ft all;
you could kick it open. It didn't pre-

tend to be nothing but fireproof, and It
wasn't even that. The first thing wj
done, of course, was to fit a key to the
outside door. As the lock on the out-'sid- e

door was an nacon
jock, any gentleman In my profession
who hances to read this article will
know Jnst how easy thnt Job was, and
how we did It.

This wns our plan: After the key
was titted I was to go into the bank,
land Jim that wasn't his name, of
course, bat let it pass was to keep
wnteh on the outside. When nny me
passed he w:is to tip me a whistle, and
then I doused the glim and lay low;
after they got by. I goes on again.
Simple and easy, you see, Well, the
night as we selected the president hap-

pened to be out of town ; gone down to
the city, as he often did. I got Inside
all right, witk a slide lantern, a breast
drill, a small Bteel Jimmy, a bunch of
skeleton keys and a green baize bag, to
stow the swng. I fixed my light and
rigged my breast drill, and got to work

u the door right over the lock.
rrnbdbly n grpt many of our read-

ers are not so .veil posted as me about
bnnk l:ks. and I may say for them
that o three wheel combination lock has
three wheels In it, aiid a slot in each
wheel. In order to unlock the door, you
ttave to get the three slots opposite to
each other at the top of tiie 'lock. Of
course. If you know the number the lock
Is set on you can do this; but If you
don't you have to depend on your In-

genuity. There Is In each of these
wheels ti sniiili 1(,0i through which you
an put ;i wire through the hark of the

lock when you change the combination.
Nv, It' you ran bore a bole through
the door and rlclt up those wheels by
runniiU' :i "Ire t'.iroiiL'h those holes,
why, you can open the door. I hone I
make myself clear. I as coring that
hole. The door was chilled iron ; about
the iiea fist KtutT. I ever worked on. I

ent on stetdy enough; only stopped
mhen Jiiu which, as I said, wasn't his
real name whistled outside, and ths
iwatchmnn toddled by. when
I'd got pretty near through, I heard
Jlrn so to speak whistle again. I
stopied. and pretty soon I heard foot-
steps outside, and I'm blowed. If they
didn't wiiiie right up to the bank steps
and I beard n kev In the lock. I wis

,M dumroiiiided when I heard that thatm could hare slipped the bracelets
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right on me. I picked up the lantern,
and 111 be bunged if I didn't let the
slldo slip down and throw the light
right onto the door, and there was the
president Instead of calling for help,
as I supposed he would, he took a step
Inside the door, and shaded his eyes
with his hand and looked at me. I
knowed I ought to knock hlin down and
cut out but I'm blest If I could, I was
that surprised.

"Who aro you?" he says.
"Who are you?" says I, thinking that

was an Innocent remark as ho com-
menced it, and ull the time to
collect myself.

"I'm president of the bank." says he,
kinder short ; "something tbe matter
with the lock?"

By George! the Idea came to me then.
'Tes. sir," says I, touching my cap;

"Mr. Jennings, he telegraphed this
morning as the lock was out of order
and he couldn't get In and I'm come on
to open It for him."

"I told Jennings n week ago," says
he, "that he ought to get that lock
fixed. Where Is he?"

"lie's been letters, and he's
gone up to bis house to get another let-
ter he wanted for to answer."

' "Well, why don't you go right on?"
says he.

"I've got almost through," says I,
"and I didn't want to finish up and open
the vault till there was someliody here."

"That's very creditable of you," says
he; "a very proper sentiment, my man.
Vou can't be too particular about avoid
Ing the very suspicion of evil."

"No, sir," says I, kinder modest like.
"What do you suppose is the matter

with the lock?" says be.
"I don't rightly know yet" says I;

"but I rather think It's a little wore on

Chfii rli flifrhiirwiMi iirnti
I WtS UORING THAT HOLE.

neconnt of not being oiled enough.
These 'ere locks ought to be oiled about
ouco a year."

"Well," says he, "you might as well
go right on, now I'm here; I will stay
till Jennings comes. Can't I help you

hold your lantern, or something of
that sort?"

The thought came to me like a flash,
and I turned around and says:

"How do I know you're the president?
I nln't ever seen you afore, and yon
may be to crack this bank, for
all I know."

"That's a very proper Inquiry, my
man," says he, "and shows a most re-

markable degree of discretion. I con-
fess that I should not have thought of
the position In which I was placing
you. However, I can easily convince
yoii that It's all right. Do you know
what tlio president's name Is?"

"No, I don't," ways I, sorter surly.
"Well, you'll find It on that bill," said

he, taking a bill out of his pocket; "and
you see the same name on these let-
ters," and he took somo letters from his
coat

I suppose I ought to have gone right
on then, but I was beginning to feel
Interested In making hltn prove who be
was, so I says:

"Tou might have got those letters 10
put up a Job on me."

'You'ro a very honest man." says he;
"one among a thousand. Pon't think
I'm nt all offended at your persistence.
No. my poivd fellow, I like It, I like It,"
and be laid his hand on my shoulder.
"Xow, here," says he, takln? a bundle
out of his pocket, "Is a package of ten
thousand dollars In bonds. A burglar
wouldn't be opt to carry th'-s- e around
with ti I in, would he? I bought them In
flu city yesterday, and I stopped here

on my way home to place them
In the vault, and. I may ndd that your
simple and manly honesty has so touch-
ed me that I would willingly leave them
In your bands for safe keeping. You
nwdn't blush at my praise."

I supikwo I did turn sorter red when
I see them bonds.

"Are you satisfied now?" says be.
I told him I was, thoroughly, and so

I was. Bo I picked up my drill again,
and gave him the lantern to bold so
that I could see tbe door. I got through
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the lock pretty soon, and put in my
wire and opened It. Then he took hold
of the door and opened the vault

"I'll put my bonds in," says he, "and
go home. You enn lock up and wait till
Mr. Jennings comes. I dont suppose
you will try to fix tbe lock

I told him I shouldn't do anything
more with It now, as we could get In
before morning.

"Well. I'll bid you good-nig- my
man," says be, ns he quietly swung the
door to again.

Just then I beard Jim, by name,
whistle, and I guessed the watchman
was up the street.

"Ah." says I, "you might speak to
the watchman. If you sec him. and tell
him to keep nn extra lookout

"I will," says he, and we both went
to the front door.

"There comes the watchman up the
street," says he. "Watchman, this man
has been fixing the bank lock, and I
want you to keep n sharp lookout to-
night. He will stay here and wait until
Mr. Jennings returns."

"Good-nigh- t again," says he, and we
shook bands, and he leisurely went up
the street.

I saw Jim, so called. In tbe shadow
on the other side of the street, as I
stood on tho step with the watchman.

"Well." says I to the watchman, "I'll
go and pick up my tools, and get ready
to go."

I went Into the bank, and It dldu't
take long to throw the door onen and
stuff them bonds Into the bag. There
was somo boxes lying around, and a
safe as I should rather have liked to
have tackled, but it seemed lll.e tempt-
ing Providence after the luck we'd had.
I looked at my watch and see it was
Just a quarter past twelve. There was
an express train went tbroucb at half- -
past twelve. I rucked my tools In tbe
bag on top of the bonds, and walked out
of tbe front door. The watchman was
on the steps.

"I don't believe I'll wait for Mr. .Ten.
nlngs," says I. "I suppose It will be all
right If I give you this key."

"That's all right" says the watch
man.

"I wouldn't go r.way verv far from
the bank," says I.

"Xo, I won't," says he: "I'll st.iv
right about here all night."

"Good-night,- " says I. and I show
hands with him, and me nnd Jim
which wasnt his right nnme. von in.
derstand took tbe twelve-thirt- y ex-
press, nnd tbe best part of .hat Job was
we never heard nothing of it

It never got Into the papers. Penn-
sylvania Grit.

Tit Inannrnbla Anticipation.
A young Scotch emigrant was

brought before the magistrate of a
Nova Scotia court, charged with hav-
ing deserted his work on n certain
farm without giving due notice to bis
employer. When asked what be had
to say in bis defense, be replied, "Weel,
they gled ine nout but brakeshaw to
eat." Itraketdiaw, it may be explained,
is the flesh of nniiunls which have died
a natural death.

"How was that?" asked the magis-
trate.

"Weel, It was this way. Ye ken. the
auld coo deed au' we ute It, the nuld
steg (gander) deed an' we nte ot, the
auld boo (sow) deed an' we nte It, tho
auld bubblejoek deed an' we nte It.
Then the old woman deed an' I left."

Bellman.

'111. rirnt Hello Girl.
They were seated around a table In a

well known cafe, and the conversation
bad turned upon the development of
tho flying inuchlne and other fruits of
tho Inventive genius of the day.

"Tut, tut," exclaimed a solemn faced,
lantern Jawed member of tbe party.
"What of It?" The old folks were not
so slow. Ixiok nt the telephone, claimed
as a modern Invention. Why, say, It's
the oldest on record."

"You better see your doctor. What's
the mutter with you?" asked another.

"Ob, I menu It," said the solemn-face- d

man. "Telephone service date
back to the garden of Kden that's
where It originated. Tbe gurden'g call
was Apple."

Then he dodged the remuant of a
sandwich, reached for bis hat and was
gone. New York Globe.

A Change,
Mrs. Larkln I want a llttlo money

to-da- Fred.
Mr. L. I'm very glad of that
Mrs. L. (surprised) Why aro you

glad? Mr. L. Iletause generally you
want a good, deal.

If a uiau Is honest you can always
tell It by the way he doesn't talk
about it

"I forgot" Is a poor but popular

ilpis
A womaa and her opinions are soon

parted.
WIgg I have a noiseless tyHwrlter.

Wagg Is she a deaf-mute?- - Philadel-
phia Kecord.

"What nils me, doe?" asked tbe gen-
ial clubman. "You need a Job. You're
lufferlng from overrest." New York
Sun. ,

Mrs. Itenhtini How much did you
pay the minister when we were mar-rUs- l?

Ilenham He fined me five dol-
lars. Harper's Weekly.

Teacher Now, children, vhnt is the
greatest enemy of poultry? Rllenco.
Teacher Who eats the most jioultryT
Pupils The niliilster! Jigend (Mun-
ich).

The Lady Little br, don't you know
smoking will shortrn your life? The
Kid Shucks! Wot do I care? I've
seen rrer.vting dere is. Host on Trav-
eler.

Pat I be;' yer wolfe Is sick, Molke.
Mike She fs thnt Pat Is it danger
ens she is? Mike Plvll a bit She's
too ween to bo dangerous nny more!
Krool.-J.vi- i Life.

Facetious Friend (tenslngly ) Well,
which rules you or your wife? Mr.
Youngwed (with hauteur) You forget
we hii afford to keep a cook. Balti-
more American.

Stella So your father handled him
without gloves? Holla Yes, and It
would have licen better for psir, dear
George If be had done it without shoes.

New York Snn.
"Tho telephone Is certainly a great In-

vention. Think of It! You can talk to
your wife fifty miles nwny." "That
may lie your experience. All I've been
able to do is to listen."

vilave yon," asked the Judge of a re-

cently convicted man, "anything to of-

fer the court iK'fore sentence Is
passed?" "No, your honor," replied
the prisoner, "my lawyer took my last
dollar."

"I saw the major's wife nt her win-

dow early this morning. She looked
40 years old !" "You must be mistaken,
your highness; no woman Is ns old as
she looks In the morning!" 1'llegende
Hlaetter.

"Why nre you so vexed. IrmaT "I
am so exasperated ! I attended the
meeting of the Social Equality League,
and my parlor maid presided and hnd
the audacity to call nie to order three
times !" Flicgende Blaetler.

Mulligan The byes say ye licked
poor Casey. Shore, he nlver hurt iny
man's feelin's. Harrlgnn He's a
shnake in the grass. The blnckguard
referred to me ns his contlmperary,
and I'll be tho contlmperary to no man
livin. Puck.

"Before we were married," said Mrs.
Chattel-ton-, "you used to tell me how
much you loved mo, but you never do
now." "Of course not, my dear," re-

plied the mnscnllno partner. "Since onr
marriage you bnvrn't given me a chance
to tell you anything."

Said a poet to an unfortunate specu-

lator: "Don't you think that the open-

ing lines of Tennyson's little poem,
'Break, brenk, break,' nre plaintive and
sad?" "Yes," wns the melancholy re-

ply. But I think that 'Broke, broke,
broke,' is a good deal sadder."

"Wllllnm," she said, "means gooi
James means beloved. I wonder"
a flush mantled her cheek. "I wonder
she softly murmured, "what George
means'" "George means business. I

hope," said mother, looking up from tbe
wedding announcements In the paper.

Anxious Mother Nellie, dear, do you
think that young llugglus, who has
been calling en you twice a week for
some time, Is matrimonially Inclined?
Pretty Daughter Kenlly, I don't know
what to think, mamma, dear. He has
such a knack of keeping one in the
dark!

Old Acquaintance Why. old chap, a
few years ugo you were the best
dressed man In town, "but now your
outllt is pretty shabby. Had a reverse 1

Companion Well, you may call It that
The truth Is, I got married since, and
now It's my wife that's the lxtit dressed
woman in town.

Young Wife will be my

birthday, dear. Young IIuhIiiiiuI

You'll be twenty-one- ? Young Wife
No; twenty-five- . Young Husband j

Why, n year ago, just before our wed-- 1

ding, you told iik ymi were only tweie
ty. Young Wife cs, but 1 nave ngeu
rapidly since our marriage.

"My friends," said an Itinerant
preacher, "the Scriptural rule for giv-In- g

was one-tent- h of what n man pos-

sessed. IT you feel you can't utTord so

much. Just give it slstli, or a fourth, ac-

cording to your means. We will dis-

pense with the next hymn and take up

the collection." Lippineotfa.
Willie And so you quarreled? Cha-

rlieYes; she Kent back ull my pres-
ents. And what do you supjNise I
did? Willie Can t guess. Charlie I

sent her a half dozen boxes of facs
Hwder. with a mte explaining that

I'd taken about that much home os
my coat since I'd known her. The Cos
sip.

Ontlle nt lilt Prnrtlee.
"All that Is the matter with you, sir,"

satd the eminent physician after a thor
ough examination, "is lack of nutri-
tion. You don't eat enough."

"I ent ull I can bold, doctor," said
the attenuated caller.

"Then you need to have your capac-
ity enlarged, and that's a ease for a
surgeon. Five dollars, please. Good
morning." Chicago Tribune.

Tho MuUInu of It.
"If they're both deaf und dumb, I

don't see how they could make love."
"No? I should say It wns the best

kind all handmade, you know." New
York Sun.

It's queer the way u glii can wink
I without getting cuut'bt at It

IN THE OLD HOUSB.

tut fruit r tor1, tbe Held ar ter
The ground la hard, tlM itkles am g(

November's cblll la In the air;
To murrow la Thanksgiving day.

The farmtiotiM atanda In filtered Book.
Ita wallt ara ailad with warmth and

rbear ;

Ita flrna ahlna out with friendly look
To watcoma all who cntar bars.

Full forty yean haea coma and (on
Mlnco Ant Uilt boarthatone'a ruddy flow,

Venn klndlad, flung Its llfht apon
TbankaglTlng gnoata of long ago.

Long was tho list of aqntraa and rtasiaa
'rom year to your bow abort It growl

Read out tba old, familiar name
They heard hero wbaa ts.1 bona was

new.

Grandmother? aya, aha wont tha flrat I

Ornndfatherthr her aid ha rantai
The atiaile and aunllght, totaraporaod,

llavo fallen long abovs their breasts.

Our annta and nnr-lea- ? atinderod wide,
Tbelr rrTea 0 aant, their grave Ita

wettt ;
Aa veteran eotrilera ararred and tried.

They fought their fight, tba oanrad thalr
rest

Our father? dear aad gentla heart!
A nature aweet, beloved hy all;

now early turned hla steps apart
To pass from human ken and call I

Onr mntW? brisk and kindly aonl t
How V Ire alia bora fate's every frown.

Nor rested till aha reached tha goal
Where all mast lay their burden! down I

Onr brother? toward tha setting ran.
Prom ns remote, bis home Is made.

And many a year Ita course baa run
Blare hero his boyish sports war played.

Put by tha book t My heart la sore.
The night winds np tba ehltrwey flea,

Tha Area within gleam as before.
But none ara her aava you and mat

But, atnter, yoa and I asaln
Will heap the hearth and spread tha

board
And serve onr kindred, now aa then.

With all that borne and hearts afford.

The scattered remnants of onr Una,
We'll summon 'neath this roof one mora.

And pledira. In rare affection's wine.
The memory of those daya of yore.

God Mesa them all. tha fond and trnat
God keep them all. both here aad there.

Until the Old becomes tha New,
Forever, In Ills Manalona Kslr I

--Youth's Companion.

John Warren's Thanksgiving,
jj

John Warren dropped bis newspaper
on tla Boor of the car and stared out of
the window. Strong built aad hand-
some, he was just now wearing on his
face a look of utter weariness, resulting
from a long tHp la tha West, wber be
had been looking after soma interest of
the firm of which he was a Junior partner.
Nine years before, la a fit of anger, he
had left his home In th country and, too
proud to return, had, by dint of dogged
persistence, secured a humble place In the
parking rooms of Brae Je Brown's whole-
sale dry gaoda store. Fortune favored
him, and this same quality of resolution,
together with application, had raised him
to the position be now occupied. A group
of traveling men were making ready to
leave the train. It was a jocular set
and they had enlivened their trip with
stories, politics and trada gossip, and now
the jolly-face- d hardware drummer said :

"Boys, where ar you going to he
Thanksgiving day?"

"I'm going back to the fleshpota of
Egypt and eat my tnrkr-.- In the country,"
said one.

"Yes," said another, "I'm going to be
In my old place at th old table with my
white-haire- d little mother smiling at me
from behind th co!Tee pot and my dear
old dad piling enough oa my place to feed
a regiment."

"Think of thosa home-mad- e pies!" said
another, "those fat moons of apple, pump-
kin, mince and cranberry. Say, no restaur-

ant-tin-bottom-crust about them."
"And," said the boot and shoe man, "to

sit around the old fireplace and watch a
row of juicy apples roasting In front of
that roaring, great-hearte- d log fire. Boys,
you couldn't fence me away from home
that day."

And s each one, with a home picture
In his heart, hurried out of the car and
ap the long flight of station stairs away
to his destination, while slowly behind
them came John Warren with a surging
tumult of feelings ia bis breast, and as he
slowly mounted the last step a tear drop-
ped on his brown beard and a sudden res-
olution filled hla heart. lie almost shout-
ed : "I'm Rolng home, too."

John hurried to his hotel, and tnklnn
a very shabby suit from his wardrobe pack-
ed it with some other things In a large
satchel, and then hastening to the station
climbed into the sleeper Just as the long
train pulled out for the east. Arriving
at a point twenty miles west of his old
home, he went to an obscure hotel and
changed his clothing for the old suit In
his satchel.

When the " 'leven forty" pulled Into
the town of M two days before
Thanksgiving the usual crowd of loungers
observed a tall, brown-bearde- man,
whose clothes seemed the worse for wear,

lep off th renr platform, and without
looking at anyone strike off toward the
farm of Richard Warren. Much curios-
ity was centered on this event until the
seediest looking loafer present said:

'That was John Warren, r I'll eat my
bat I lie's come heme to live os the old
folks. It wouldn't be for long, though,
'cause Squire Cobb haa given notice thnt
be' goln' t foreclose the mortgage be
baa on th old man's place."

If they had followed the stranger for

"THURSDAY ALWAYS
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Chicago Tribune,

half a rail thay might have seen the
strong young man shed heartfelt tears as
bo leaned against th old oak tree by th
little gate and gai earnestly on the
brown hons at th edge of th woods.
Crashing th snow with hasty steps, he
was soon at th woodpil at th side of
the house. Flinging down his satchel and
catching op th ax, he split an armful of
wood and opening th kitchen door said
In a vole tremulous with emotion, "Moth-
er, Is this enough wood to get dinner
with?"

A cry of wonderful Joy snd th mother
wept on her son's shoulder while his
father paced the floor shouting, "Praia
Godt Praia God!" stopping often to
clasp his son' hand and murmur, "My
boy, my boy." Then they drew np to
the fir and John said: "Father, mother,
will yon forgive m for my anger nine
years ego nay cruel silenrs ever
since?" And his mother satd: "My boy,
not a day has passed by that wo haven't
prayed for your return, and, now that
yoa ar with ns, w can take a new lease
on life, and" she glanced at his shabby
clothing "w will soar our little posses-
sions with yon, my dear, long-lo- st son."

Aa the afternoon wore away John help-

ed his father about tbe chores and by
skillfully planned question learned all
about his financial troubles. II had tak-
en bis satchel np to hla old room and was
washing his hands before supper when he
heard a light step en the porch and a
bright-face- d young woman walked Into
th kitchen and seeing him stood embar-
rassed until he, coming forward, said :

"This is Anna Scott, isn't It?"
"Why, John Warren, where have you

kept yourself all these years? Ob, how
happy your mother must be I"

And dropping his hand, which she had
been shaking with greatest enthusiasm,
she flew down Info the cellar and threw
both arms around hla mother's neck, and
that good lady embraced her, weeping and
patting her aboulder with th empty
cream pitcher which sb had taken there
to fill.

Mrs. Warren Insisted that Anna should
stay for supper. It seemed very much
like old times when John tucked her hand
under his arm and they walked over the
road they had traveled so often year be-

fore. Just as they entered her father's
gateway John said:

"Anna, my parents think just as yoa
do, that I have mad a failure of life.
Well, I haven't. I am junior member of
a very prosperous firm In th West, but 1

want to keep th secret a little while
longer snd I want yoa to help me giv
them a kind surprise."

Then he unfolded hi plan to her snd
her voire rang with delight as she said :

"Oh, John, how lovely that will be I"
The next morning, after tbe old family

Bible was read and a heartfelt prayer
offered, John asked the loan of his fath-
er's horse and drove straight to Squire
Cobb's office and that worthy being in,
John said :

"Squire, I came to see you about that
mortgage you have on my father's farm."

With that he drew from hia pocket a
large roll of bank notes and counted
down the $5(X) which would release his
father from worry and misery. John
drove at once to the farm of Mr. Scott
and called "Whoa I" just as Anna, her
father, mother and brother came to the
gate.

There were hearty greetings, and then
Anna, all ready for a long drive, sprang
in beside him. Mow bright the morning
waa! How happy were they as the bells
jingled and the sleigh moved over the
wilderness of snow and through the deep
woods. What mysterious bundle they
brought out of tbe stores In town until,
wheu, at last they arrived at Anna's
home, the sleigh was loaded with "enough
to stork a store," as Harry Scott re-
marked.

Thanksgiving day dawned bright and
glorious with sun and snow, and early
in the morning Anna appeared and she

WAS MY JONAH DAY!"

i tit mmwimm mM

"wanted to help get dinner." Boon Adu.
brought th horse and rutter around and
asked hia mother to take a ride with him,
and finally, after much nrgtrjg from Anns,
Mrs. Warren pnt on her shabby cloak and
bood and with a warns soapstons at katr
feet was tucked Into the stales beside
John. II noticed th ctoak and gavs a
little look of entreaty to Aaoa, who oaly
smiled and said: "I wish yoa would eall
at mother's before you come back." Away
they drove toward the mill and dowa bf
th river, then stopped at Farmer Scotfs.
Soon Mrs. Scott was showing Mrs. War-
ren her "new quilt. Just taken a-- of th
frames," and the pictnr of "Couaia Wil-
liam, who la on th board of trade," ah
these two good old women lasted over
hundred harmless things which constitut-
ed their every --day life. John finally sug-
gested that It was tune they were going
if bo could believe the clock of appetltsv
Anna met them at th door, her eyes
dancing as she said: "Unci Warren Is
almost ready. You lay off your tMwgs
and sit down at th table."

When Mr. Warren had On I shed th tof
derly thankful grace, John's eye as wsal
as Anna'a were filled with tears, Mr.
Warren turned over bis plat and ther
lay th canceled mortgage. Slowly bo
lifted It. "What does this mean, John?"
The kind voice of th old man trembled
with emotion as b glanced first at th
mortgage, then at th son. And John's
mother, who had been peering through bar
glasses at something which wouldn't pour
out ot the cream pitcher, turned th ar-
ticle npside down and a hnnoh of bank
notes dropped upon the table.

Then the old couple saw tt all aad saosj
the three were clasping hands aod no a
could say a word until John managed to
murmur: "Father, mother, it's a part of
my repentance."

Th dishes cleaned and pat away,
Anna took th mystified Una, Want
Into tha little "spare room" aad John
asked bis father to walk np to bis rosea,
and there, spread out on th bed, waa a
splendid new, warm suit of cstthiag aaat
shoes and a for cap and a haaaaaas gseat
coat.

Th old man knelt down by tho bod
and murmured, "I thank Tbe, Lord, lor
my son." Then arising, clothed himself
in the first well-fittin- g suit a bad vmst
worn. John, too, arrayed himself la bM
best, and soon they walked daws into tb
parlor, where John saw a sweet, saatroals;
woman and a pretty young woman, both
smiling and both having evidences f as
cent tears.

During th week that followed Joba
engaged a hired man to a bk fatheads
work and a trusty girl to rettev Bts
mother. He also hired a carpenter to 4
some needed repairing and at as saolioa
many plan for the future com fart t Ms
parents.

One day he and Harry Scott banted
through the woods, and when, tirad and
loaded with trophies of the day's bant.
they came to Mr. Warren's they fonnsl
Jennie Ncllis and Anna seated before tb
"great-hearte- d fire." What a nwrry sup
per that was, and how th old Seoul
laughed at tha bright sallies of the young
(oik I ,

Then they roasted apples and told
stories, and John felt that he had faith
fully carried out the program of tbe trav
eling men.

When he left for the West he carried
in bis memory not only the dear fares of
his parents, but the gentle voice of Anna,
a she said :

"Yes, but not until Jane, John." Chi
cago Post

Thanksgiving Fall la.
A gay young Gobbler, seeing how Mel

ancholy the Turkeys were, propounded A
Conundrum : i

"Why ar Turkeys the Drum Corps mt
the Fowl Creation? Giv It ap? Re- -
muse they all carry Drumstick.
He dodged A blow from the Patriarch of
the Flock, who Overheard him.

"Spare Me," said the young Fellow, as
suming the defensive. "I can give you A
Better one. Why do Turkeys have No
Hereafter?"

The Patriarch blustered Arosnd aad
dragged bis Wings, looking very Fierce.
He knew he ought to know, but conldnt
for the Life of Him remember. So bo
Glowered at the Culprit and ashed Se-

verely :

- "Well, Sir, why do Turkeys have No
Hereafter?"

"Because they have their Nocks Twirled
In Thin."

"I'ooh !" said the Patriarch, Contemptu-
ously. "That was around on Crutches
when Adam wore Kilts. Now, her hi
Something new that I Oasgbt- - os th
Wing. We are All to be Dry Picked this
Year."

"Wliat !" Shrieked A giddy Blond with
a pink Crest. "Not on Yur Ufe!"

"No, Silly, but as Soon a It is Over.
It is the old Way of Turkey Ua.tertaklng
and Tbe only Way. In Philadelphia,
where I Clipped into th Work, Dry
Picking was the Corroct Thing. All th
old families held to It, That gives Tor-ke- y

Feathers th chance ot tastr Lives.
Turkey Tails for Fans I aa tald the
Aborigines quite Dote on Thana." Chi-ca- go

Kecord-Heral-

Faltb, aad Uo
Mayme If you don't low hia why ar

you goiug to marry him?
Maybello O, 1 eipect to lor hint atar

we are. married. II baa pip miasm! that
on th morning of our waddiag toy he
will shave off his dinky
board, Chicago Tribune,


